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nothing to do: nay, if reason has anything to do
with our choice in love we are inclined to despise
the result. The heart, we say, has a higher au-
thority.

Similarly in our deepest condemnation reason
has no voice. Swift proposed once in savage irony
that as children were the chief product of Ireland,
ft would be well to kill Irish babies and salt them
down for the English market. "They will grow
up to misery and destitution," he said; "it would
surely be better to kill them off painlessly and
turn their bodies to account as food." Now, the
reason can find no argument against this pro-
posal. Babies would no doubt be very good food:
the children of the poor are devoted to a life of
much hardship and misery; so far as we can see,
it would be well to salt down some of the super-
fluous children and sell them as food. But against
this there is a fixed loathing in humanity, a preju-
dice stronger than any reason. What is such a
prejudice? It is probably the experience of a thou-
sand generations of men turned into flesh and
blood; it is worth ten millions of reasons and we
bow to it at once.

The progress upward of humanity, we say, is
like an army making its way slowly up a perilously
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